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Offenbach mounted the shadowy steps. Upstairs ? That
was where he kept his seal. By matchlight in a little room
on the top floor we all countersigned the pass. It was nearly
midnight when the watchman opened the doors and let us
out on the dismal, deserted street. I left Templehof on the
Lufthansa at nine o'clock in the morning.
The International Plane, through from Berlin to Lisbon,
is a giant Junkers Ju.gp, a great lumbering four-engined,
thirty-two passenger ship with immense wings, dull green
and black. It is ugly and sullen-looking as it stands on the
field. This is a German bomber model, carries two pilots
and a radio operator, has big heavy compartments a little
' overstuffed, like the pillowy parlours of the Gay Nineties.
I was going to Vichy to see Marshal Petain. I would
leave this plane at Lyon that afternoon. Stuttgart, the
passport and custom-control point on the Deutsche Luft-
hansa, would be the first and only stop. From there on I
would be out of Germany.
We took-off after a long run, passed a lone and shivering
German soldier standing in the middle of the bleak field
with a tattered signal flag in his hand. We flew low over the
flat, sprawling city. An American over Berlin. I stared
down at the scene below me, the flat, festering core of the
Nazi mass. German words go from those wireless towers,
directions to raiders and submarines at sea. Maps and
plans are in safes in those buildings, drawn and prepared
for these enemies to see. Telephone lines to the Nazi out-
posts in Europe ; mail through these streets from all agents
abroad. Murder and torture and all that is godless, dealt
with and fondled behind doors just below. Papen comes
from Turkey to the Chancellery under me ; Quisling from
Oslo to say what he needs; Japs talk of India's coral
strands ; fat Balkan puppets walk on the red carpet, review
Elite Troops, who still laugh at the Duce who reviewed
theni before. Stinnes and Thyssen, that policeman and
Offenbach, all in their place in this idolatrous whirl. The
hazy mass below is Hitler. The plane lifts farther from his
sticky hands. The Peace Monument in the Tiergarten
fades in the distance. The plane settles into the run, steady
above a bank of flaky white clouds.
The clouds break on flat country.  An endless ribbon of